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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

If one could match you 5 the Scrimurcs of their nation 
He fwore had neither motion, goaref nor eye, 

If youoppofd them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but wifh and beg 
Y our fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

Kmg. Laertes was your father dcare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a (orrowe, 

A face without a hart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that I thinkc you did not louc your father. 
But that I knowe, loue is begunne by time. 

And that I fee in paflages of proofe; 

Time qualifies the fparkc and fire of it. 

There hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of wceke or fnufe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnes'fl)U i 
For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dies^n his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would : for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delay es as many, 

As there are tongues, arc hands, are acccdents. 

And then this fhould is like a fpend thirfts figh, 

That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick ofth’vlcer, 

Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To fliowe your felfeindeedcyour fathers fonne 
More ttytn in words ? 

Laer. To cut his thraot i’th Church. 

King. No place indeede fhould murther fanifluarife, 
Rcucndge fhould haueno bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepcclofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, fhall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

The french man gaueyou, bringyouin fine together 

And wager ore your heads ; he being rcmifle, 

; Mott generous, and free from all contriuing. 


Prince of Denmark?* 

11 t n? rufe the foylcs, fo that with cafe, 

jfiSb turtle fhufflmg.you may choofe 
? (Word vnbated, and in a pace of praflifc 
Requite hint for your f athcr. 
laer I will doo t, r t 

.fjfol P"'P» fe ' 1|C ann<>yn ' l 

Sun vnff.on of . Monnnbanck 

If this did blafl in proofe ; foft let me fee, 

Wcdle make a folemne wager on your cunning 
1 hate, when in your motion you arc hotc and dry, 

As make your bouts more violent to tha * c " d ’ 

And that he calls for drinkc, llehaue prefard htm 
A Challice for the nonce, whereon but fippmg, 

If he by chaunce efcape your venom d ltuck 
Our purpofc may hold there ; but flay, what noy te . 

Enter gueene. 

9aee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heelc, 

Sofaft they follow i your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d, 6 where 3 , „ , 

* $gee. there is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke, 

ThaTfhowes his horry lcaues in the glafly ftreamc. 
Therewith fantaftique garlands did ihc make 
Of Crowflowers, Nettles, Daifits, and long Purples 

Thatliberall Shcpheardsgiueagroflcrnamc, 

But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 
There on the pendant boughes her cronet vv cedes 
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